60               AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
I went home to talk things over with the family. My mother was hotly opposed at first, with the memory o brother Walter fresh in mind. The others were fairly nei Somehow I knew that I had to go, and I was never real doubt. I rushed over to West Ham Public Library learnt all I could about Bombay, the Times of India, Sir Stanley. Incidentally I found that he had himself jc the paper, after local experience, in the position of reporter, twenty years earlier. Finally I overcame Mot opposition, and it was entirely due to her insistence when I went eventually, I had reasonable equipmen remember, in particular, that she insisted upon buyi proper cabin trunk, rejecting with scorn my suggestic using a monstrous iron sarcophagus disinterred from boxroom.
Events moved with disconcerting speed. A three-agreement arrived and was duly signed. I elected t first-class by British India and a passage was booked fo in the S.S. Manela, a comfortable ship of about 5,000 1 Sir Stanley had advised that as the hot weather was raj approaching in India it was best for me to get off quii I believe that barely four weeks had elapsed from the of my first interview with Coulton to the wintry Febr day in 1924 when, in excessively low spirits, I set of Tilbury. My mother and a petite brunette, with whc had become affectionately friendly, accompanied me on dismal journey, occasionally dabbing at their eyes. At the agony of farewell was over. I stood in a swirl of s: flakes waving my handkerchief from the tender, then I, turned thoughtfully away and dabbed at my eyes. It my first trip abroad; I had not even been to' Frs Appropriately, I had tucked away in my baggage I Twain's Innocents Abroad.
The Manela was a new little world of luxury and ga my first lesson in how wealthy, more leisured classes li She smelt, piquantly, of fresh paint, polish, cooking an fuel. My two-berth cabin, shared with a raw-boned Sco engineer bound for Rawalpindi, was a revelation of com comfort. When, diffidently, I rang the bell a stei came trotting along and, agreeably, called me "Sir."